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Este trabalho tem por objetivo traduzir o texto e refletir acerca das dificuldades 
encontradas, à luz de teorias de tradução atuais, em Ciclone: Diário de uma Montanha-
Russa – livro infantil ilustrado, publicado pela editora Orfeu Negro. Trata-se de um 
livro ilustrado, cujo conteúdo semântico é transmitido tanto pelo texto quanto pelas 
palavras. Passando também pela análise dos diversos aspetos que definem e enquadram 
este livro dentro de um ou mais géneros literários específicos, tiveram-se em 
consideração vários pontos de vista de vários autores e tradutores. 
A relação complexa e heterogénea do texto de partida e do texto de chegada é alvo 
de escrutínio, explicado, assim, o porquê da maneira adotada de se passar uma 
determinada mensagem, que provém de contexto português, a um público-alvo 











CYCLONE: DIARY OF A ROLLER COASTER 
 
ANTÓNIO CARREIRO BORGES DA COSTA MENDES 
 




The objective of this work is to translate the text and reflect upon the difficulties 
encountered, in the light of the current translation theories, in Cyclone: Diary of a 
Roller Coaster – a children’s book, published by Orfeu Negro. It is a picture book in 
which the semantic content is carried as much by the text, as by the words. In order to 
analyse the various aspects which define and frame this book within one or more 
specific literary genres, viewpoints of various authors and translators were taken into 
account. 
The complex and heterogeneous relationship between source text and target text 
and source audience and target audience is placed under scrutiny, using analytic tools to 
unravel this duality of realities and explain the adopted way to convey a given message 
that comes from Portuguese context, to a foreign target audience, whose mother tongue 
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For the non-curricular component of the master’s degree in Translation at the 
Nova University of Lisbon (FCSH), I hereby present my translation of Inês Barahona 
and Miguel Fragata’s graphic narrative Ciclone – Diário de uma Montanha-Russa from 
Portuguese to English. 
The aim of this project is to translate the text and comment on the translation, 
suggesting and explaining the preferred solutions to translation problems encountered 
on both cultural as well as linguistic levels. The story revolves around (diary) entries 
written by four teenagers – two boys and two girls –, between the ages of thirteen and 





The publisher, Orfeu Negro, made its debut in 2007 with the title Performance 
Art: from Futurism to the Present, by Rose Lee Goldberg. It has been publishing essays 
and other documentary works within the scope of contemporary arts. Favouring the 
mainstreaming of the artistic thinking and the crossing of various territories, it has 
invested in the areas of dance, drama, cinema, photography, architecture and visual arts. 
Regarding picture books, the ‘Orfeu Mini’ collection was born in 2008. It is a 
series of illustrated books for both young and old, which favours the album format and 
intertwines illustration with graphic design, offering the reader innovative stories and 
objects to think outside the box. In late 2016, the publisher inaugurated BAOBÁ livraria, 
a bookstore specialising in illustrated books in Lisbon.  
Orfeu Negro wants this book to be translated into English, as an addition to its 
range of literary works already available in that language. It is to be marketed both in 
Portugal and abroad, wherever the Orfeu Mini collection can be found and it is aimed at 
an audience ranging from 12 to 16 years of age.  
Other picture books published by Orfeu Negro that share such a crucial duality 
between picture and text are Um Inverno Perfeito (Cristina Sitja Rubio), Wild Animals 
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of the South (Dieter Braun), João Timoneiro (Madalena Moniz), Here We Are (Oliver 



























What is children’s literature? 
 
Children’s literature is a branch of literature especially dedicated to children and 
young adults. In it, fictional stories, biographies, novels, poems, folkloric and cultural 
works, or simply works containing or explaining facts of real life (i.e.: the arts, science, 
mathematics, etc.) are included. Naturally, the content within a children’s work depends 
of the reader’s age, whereas literary works destined for children ranging from two to 
four years of age almost always consist of few words and are very colourful and/or 
decorated with many pictures and photographs. Literary works destined for young 
adults, however, are usually constituted of text alone. 
Since the 18th century, children’s literature has had a significant increase, 
especially during the 20th century. It is a quite broad genre, including picture books, 
comic books (which are, to this day, a crowd-favourite), fables (which were made 
famous by Jean de La Fontaine depictions of the tales), poetry and verse, children’s 
theatre, fiction and the subgenres of fantasy and realistic fiction, traditional literature, 
biographies, etc. 
Children’s literature grew as the notion of childhood began to be understood as a 
specific stage of human development. In the Middle Ages, there was no notion of 
childhood as a period of need for specific and differentiated literary work, which is why 
there was not really any kind of children’s literature. This is not to say that the younger 
ones were deprived of literary experiences, it just was not defined by such differentiated 
terms and the adults’ ones. 
The two main target audiences in children’s literature are the children, who want 
to be entertained and possibly even read to, and adults, such as parents, teachers, 
scholars, publishers, critics, etc. 
Riitta Oittinen states that nowadays ‘a picture book can be anything: a toy-book, 
a pop-up book, an illustrated story with emphasis on the visual, or a story told with 
pictures only. Sometimes a picture book is a combination of fact and fiction, like Jules 
Bass and Debbie Harter’s two books about Herb, the vegetarian dragon, which I 
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recently translated into Finnish.’ (Oittinen, R. (2003). Where the Wild Things Are: 
Translating Picture Books)  
 
i. Difficulties about translating children’s literature 
 
One must be aware of readability while translating children’s books – if the text is 
not straightforward or the register or construction are not appropriate for children, then 
they will surely very quickly lose interest. One must also be aware of the authenticity of 
the characters and make sure to step away from what might be the translator’s own 
voice and, rather, become vigilant of the voices that the author has given the characters 
in the first place. It is important to always remember who is speaking and thinking and 
reacting in the story. Gender awareness must also be taken into consideration, as the fact 
of whether the character(s) in question are boys or girls will very likely also have its 
own share of need of adaptability and malleability from the translator, especially if the 
target language possesses instruments that indicate the gender of things. Visualising the 
characters in beforehand and then imagine how their English-speaking equivalent would 
say and do the same thing proved to be of the utmost importance, as the characters must 
to sound real. Guaranteeing the characters sound real means making sure the language 
and references used in the translation are relevant to the context and experience of a ten-
year-old in the way the author imagined them. In fact, word choices one of the contexts 
where one would see this. The differences between English and Portuguese are 
particularly noticeable in children’s writing. A big parcel of the higher register Latinate 
words must be eliminated and find more idiomatic English equivalents to suit the voice 
which the translator is trying to convey, to ascertain that they would be words which 
would believably be used by youths. Not of lesser importance, is sentence-
structure. Portuguese syntax is generally more complex, and while this can make for a 
poetic or literary read in adult prose, in children’s writing this characteristic should only 
be recurred to as a last resource and in a few unavoidable contexts. 
Finally, many children’s books are bound to have humour in them, which may 
bring a new set of dilemmas in its entirety. The same things are not always funny in 
different cultural contexts, so it is important to be familiar with both and try to find 
something equivalent to draw the same laughs out of the target readers. The language in 
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which the joke or punchline said is just as crucial: one must use all the tools at one’s 
disposal in order to get the best version out of it: register, cadence, rhythm, literary 
device, musicality and prosody – which is where reading aloud is effective. Another 
tactic that can prove to be very useful to find out whether one was successful with one’s 
translation is to have feedback from children. If they laugh and understand the joke, 
then it is probably a job well done, otherwise, one may want to consider revising the 
text and trying again. 
 
ii. Definition of picture books/illustrated books/graphic narratives 
 
Defining a book’s literary genre is not an easy task, and Cyclone is no exception. 
We need to analyse various approaches and take into consideration all the aspects 
gathered within this narrative, in order to adequately find and propose a genre for it. In 
what way is this a picture book? An illustrated book? A graphic narrative? As Riitta 
Oittinen very clearly puts it:  
 
As iconotexts, picture books and comics share many features - for example, they are both 
based on a series of images and have a serial character (e.g. Berger 1998: 131-146). Like 
comics, picture books have a language of their own. They are combinations of the verbal, 
the visual, and someone reading them. Instead of frames, picture books have the turning 
of the pages. Shulevitz compares pictures books with films and theatre: ‘By telling a story 
visually, instead of through verbal description, a picture book becomes a dramatic 
experience: immediate, vivid, moving. A picture book is closer to theatre and film, silent 
films in particular, than to other kinds of books.’ (Shulevitz 1985: 16, cit. Riitta Oittinen 
(2001) pg. 110) 
 
The translation of picture books and graphic narratives has attracted considerable 
attention in recent years from translation scholars. There have been a number of books 
devoted to the subject, with approaches varying from the relationship between the visual 
and the textual (Oittinen), the cognitive skills of reading graphic narratives (Chute), to 
the topic of disability in comic books and graphic narratives. As Chris Foss, Jonathan 




 The nexus between comics (as one of the most popular and increasingly significant 
mediums for artistic expression) and disability (as one of the most fundamental and 
increasingly significant components to human identity). A number of the essays collected 
here engage with the fraught history of how disability has been represented in sequential 
art, delineating the numerous ways in which the comic medium continues to implicate 
itself in the objectification and marginalization of persons with disabilities, perpetuating 
stale stereotypes and stigmas. At the same time, many will stress how this medium, in 
both its form and its content, simultaneously offers some unique potential for 
transforming our understanding of disability, illness, and trauma. (Disability in Comic 
Books and Graphic Narratives, 2016, pg. 2) 
 
Graphic narratives can place a great demand on cognitive skills, as readers are 
required to interpret not only text but also images (Chute, 2008). Comics differ from 
illustrated books in that the images are an essential element; they are not supplementary 
as in an illustrated text, but play an integral role in the telling of the story, hence, this 
use of both text and image offers a ‘combination of linguistic and visual codes’ 
(Groensteen, 2007, pg. 2). Giving a more historical background to the story of graphic 
narratives, Lan Dong states: 
 
Commonly known as book-length comics, graphic narratives include both fiction and 
non-fiction. The past three decades have seen an increase in the readership of graphic 
narratives as well as in scholarly interests in this subject. A number of college and 
university professors have integrated this medium into their courses across different 
disciplines. This collection brings together scholarly essays that discuss methodologies, 
strategies, and challenges for using graphic narratives in undergraduate and graduate 
classes. These works hope to fill in the gap between texts and the classroom by providing 
a platform for scholars to explore the intimate connection between graphic narratives and 
literary genres, themes, criticism, and theories. (Lan Dong, 2012, pg. 5) 
 
In the case of illustrated books, text is primary and the pictures secondary – which 
means they might as well be removed, and the message would still come across –, and 
in that of picture books, pictures are primary and even not contain any words 
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whatsoever. This book makes clear use of both dimensions. The text deeply intertwines 
itself with the drawings and vice versa. There is really no other way that the message of 
this story could be so well conveyed, were it not for this innovative intersemiotic 
duality. Therefore, it cannot make much sense without the pictures that are expected to 
go with each page. This intersemiotic relationship is vital to a better understanding and 
visualisation of what is being read. Quite naturally, the translator must not forget about 
the fact that there are images and drawings that serve as guidelines to an exemplary 
translation. Digression is not an option, although it may be easy to embellish the text 
according to our own taste or view on the matter. David Lewis, the British scholar on 
picture books, says that: 
 
(…) Picture books may tell a story, tell several stories at the same time, or tell no story 
whatsoever (Lewis 2001:4-5). Picture books also break boundaries, like combining the 
possible and the impossible (such as different perspectives in one picture) or different 
styles and techniques of writing and illustrating (such as those of comics). Disregarding 
literary norms, picture books often go to the extreme and the excess and include 
fragmentation, decanonisation, irony, and hybridization. They may also tempt the reader 
to perform and participate (like turning the pages and reading aloud; see Lewis 2001:87-
101). 
 
Schwarcz, in turn, adds her own prism on this matter by briefly explaining how 
the verbal and the visual elements work with each other to, justifiably, make this 
technique a successful one.  
  
The verbal and the visual may have several functions. The words and the pictures (as well 
as other visual elements) in a story may support each other and tell just about the same 
things: through congruency, illustrations show the activity described, doubling or 
paralleling what is said in words. Illustrations may also go in opposite directions and 
stand in contradiction: through deviation, they counterpoint or veer away from the story 




According to British translator Anthea Bell (1987: pg. 17-26), there is a third 
dimension in the process of translating for children, inherent to which is the relationship 
between text and image: 
 
In addition to source and target languages, a translator for children often works with 
images, either illustrations that punctuate a prose text or, in the case of the modern picture 
book, an intricate and vital counterpoint between image and text. (Bell, Anthea, cit. 
Lathey, G. (2006: pg. 111)) 
 
In the opinion of Emer O’Sullivan (2003: pg. 113), the language of pictures is 
international, as it usually transcends cultural and linguistic boundaries. Provided that 
pictures and text cannot go their own separate ways, it is safest to say that the 
translation of such books must reflect the awareness of not only the importance of the 
original text, but also of the interaction between the visual and the verbal elements 
therein: how the picture relate to the words and the outcome thereof. Such an interaction 
is not verbalised, but allows the interplay to be possible and dynamic. Ideally, the reader 
of the translation is invited to do the same type of work as that of the original. 
Picture books are especially challenging to the translator, due to the existence of 
two media (text and image), whose translation process may prove all the more difficult, 
should the messages conveyed by each one of them be consistently erratic, in that the 
text tells one story and the images tell another. The pictures stimulate the linguistic 
creativity of the translator, who may culminate in them making elements more explicit 
in the target text than they were in the source text. Certain gaps in the source text may 
be filled in by translators in the target text. 
Cyclone is, therefore, in my opinion, both a picture both and an illustrated book, 
as it vastly shares characteristics of both literary genres and one cannot subsist without 
the other in this particular case. The images cannot be left without pictures and the 
pictures cannot convey any meaning or sense without their visual counterpart, as we 
have seen before – mainly in the bits of text where the words physically intertwine with 
the verbal component of the story and end up giving ever more meaning to the message 
being conveyed and emphasising the way which this type of book interactions with its 
readers, regardless of nationality, geography or culture.           
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Translating picture books/illustrated books 
 
Every time translation takes place, a new language, a new culture and new target-
language readers are put into focus. According to Riitta Oittinen (2003: 139), the act of 
translating picture books implicates translating iconotexts that consist of the duality 
between verbal and visual. In this situation, the visual is more than just the words and 
pictures themselves; it is the visual appearance of the book, including details like 
sentence structure and punctuation, in its entirety.  
 
The latter are also very important from the aloud-reader’s angle: picture books are 
performed for child audiences. Nowadays, the visual is a central issue in many other 
branches of translation as well, such as audio-visual translation and technical writing. 
Even interpreters need to interpret people’s gestures and body language. Yet far too often 
translators are understood as dealing with the verbal only, which is the reason why visual 
literacy is neglected in translator training. (Oittinen, R. (2003: pg. 139).  
 
Knowing the importance of the verbal-visual duality, it is fair to say that it also 
conveys certain aspects of the story and of the writing of the text itself, such as when it 
was written, by whom it was written and where and why it was written. And in regards 
to this, Riitta Oittinen very aptly defends that: 
 
Words or images cannot be divorced from their contexts but are situated in time and 
place: in new situations they continually take on new meanings. When a book in 
translation is illustrated, the pictures bring along a new point of view. The visual is the 
context of the words, and the other way around: when translating picture books, it is this 
totality of the verbal and the visual that is translated. (Oittinen, R. (2003: pg. 132)) 
 
According to Radegundis Stolze (2003: pg. 220), translators deal with the task of 
writing a translation from a given text. They must ask themselves and decide in what 
way they are to present such and such a message. In translating for children, there is 
also the question about pedagogics as an overall goal of text production. What kind of 
worldview are we to impose on children responsibly – or which do we wish to impose? 
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It is a question of ethics whether one will simply represent a given text by a faithful 
translation. 
 
We may conclude that translators and storytellers should be aware of and reflect on the 
problems inherent in their work. Translation is not only a question of language transfer, 
of easy reading and of old-fashioned or modern wording. Even ideology reflects in the 
formulations. Translation is a question of understanding the text and the cultural 
background, and of deciding about the concrete language formulations to be used that 
imply decisions on coherence, style and ideology. (Stolze, R. (2003: pg. 220). Translating 
for Children – World View or Pedagogics?) 
 
Seen as though Cyclone is a book that tells a story for children making use of a 
text and a narrative which both respect and fall into the aforementioned canons, we can 
argue that it is, indeed, a picture book, not only for its obvious outlook, but because it 
perfectly carries out its pedagogic message in a way that children or, as the case may be, 
young adults, understand, identify with it and even learn from it. 
As the translator, I tried to follow these points and bring to life such a version of 
the original text that youngsters all throughout the English-speaking world will easily 
understand what they are reading, despite the intentionally-maintained cultural 
differences, and feel compelled to further investigate information that has to do with the 












DESCRIPTION OF CYCLONE: DIARY OF A ROLLER COASTER 
 
This book, inspired on the text from the play Montanha-Russa, by Inês Barahona 
and Miguel Fragata, which premiered in March 2018 in Teatro Nacional D. Maria II, in 
Lisbon and then passed through other national and international theatres, has as the 
centrepiece of its story a roller coaster named Cyclone. It is written in diary form and 
the story takes place throughout various decades (since the 1970s to present day). 
This softcover book is 16.5 x 23.5 cm, has 96 pages in total and makes use of 
illustrations to complement its textual component. The cover has an illustration of a 
tornado with hands and feet popping out of it, which invites the reader to use their 
imagination. The first thought that came over me when I first saw the cover was that the 
tornado simply represents the tornado that is life – much like Cyclone itself is the 
personification of life, as well –, with all its changes, ups and downs, etc. The 
illustrations found inside the book are very much part of the textual message 
themselves. They sometimes intertwine with the messages conveyed through the 
narration of the story and help readers visualise in a more dynamic and fun way the 
story being told. The pictures are as much a part of the storytelling as the text, as not 
only do they complete and give a clearer vision, should one be needed, on the subject, 
but they also bring elements into play that may not be easily spotted at first reading, 
thus providing the action of telling a story with more colour and vivacity.  
The story takes place in four different time periods (from the 1970s until present-
day), in four different places in the world (Portugal, Germany, Peru and Ukraine). 
Anabela, Bernardo, Carla and M. are the four main characters around which the story 
revolves. Although there is no direction relationship nor dialogue between them 
throughout the story, a few common traits that they share are their love for adventure 
and funfairs and their youthful outlook on things on the path to maturity. Every reader, 
however, will read what they will into the story and draw their own conclusions. This is 
a story mainly about memories – hence the diary entries – and learnings throughout the 
roller coaster ride of life. Anabela comes across and a well-brought-up girl who is very 
family-oriented and is going through the normal phases in a young girl’s life – boys and 
teenage angst. Bernardo is the audacious and adventurous one of the group, with an 
adult conscientiousness of the world around him and the problems that affect the natural 
balance of things, with his entries being about adventures and mishaps and his 
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proactivity thereupon. Carla seems to be the activist of the group, as she has many an 
entry with political discourses about political/historical events that she took part in or 
has a strong opinion about. M. is probably the most resourceful and savvy of the lot, in 
that he helped open a new funfair in Lima Peru, after the one in Berlin, Germany, closed 
down, despite all odds, while going through tough family matters.    
The first matter to take into consideration is the target public, whom this sort of 
text is to be read by. What age range? What background? This translation is aimed for a 
target public of youngsters from twelve to sixteen years of age, from various 
backgrounds, who have a minimum competence in English, regardless of whether they 
are native speakers or whether they speak it as a lingua franca. The publisher is planning 
to market this book in Portugal and anywhere else where the Orfeu Mini collection is 
for sale. This raises the importance of register. Are we to adopt the original register? 
Are we to change it? How do we think that it is going to be perceived in the end by 
young people in the aimed target language? This matter easily leads the translator to 
meet other nuances of the panoply of relevant things to take into consideration. The 
sociocultural aspects of the work in question are of the utmost importance. In such 
cases, the translator has to choose in between domesticating the source text – i.e. 
somehow combining and absorbing the source text and inherent aspects with the target 
text and aspects – or foreignising it, which is when particularities of the source text are 
left intact, in order to be perceived by the target audience as being foreign. 
The maintenance of an adequate register was, for me, the prevailing one, since it 
is through this step that some of the other difficulties may arise. The language used by 
the characters in the story is what distinctly sets them apart from each other in terms of 
personal jargon, slang, idiolect and other forms of personal markers. This in itself is 
quite an extensive problem whilst translating such a text. In the context of this book, 
register matters particularly, as without it, the notion of difference periods in time will 
be lost, and so will the characters’ own personal traits, references, ambiance and style.   
Every factor of life plays a role in this panoply of choices: cultural markers, such 
as, in this case, references to religion and religious festivities, public holidays, as well as 







Difficulties of translating Cyclone: Diary of a Rollercoaster 
 
Although, in generic terms, translating this children’s book was not an impossible 
task, it did contain some inherent complexities, despite the fact that they were not to be 
found in every line, sentence, paragraph or page. Although I have a (near-)native level 
of English, translating from one’s mother tongue into another (provided that the more 
familiar process goes the other way around) is not an easy task and does, indeed, have 
some nuances that may not seem very apparent at first sight. Therefore, as is to be 
expected, on a first attempt at translating literary works, certain sentences and 
syntactical contexts may, somehow, be lost in translation.  The most apparent problem 
is that the duality of cultures (Portuguese and English) are intrinsically connected to one 
another and cannot be dissociated. We must bear in mind that both cultures are 
connected through language and diversity – diversity unites things more than it casts 
them apart. When confronted with the task of passing one text, one culture, one 
ensemble of significances to a wholly different target context, we must perceive the 
difficulties and similarities. Regarding the similarities, we have to take into account the 
way the original text is written and in what way we could pass the information 
contained in it along to another culture, without having it be too disparaging from the 
original message, in such a way that the target audience could relate to it. 
My first tactic was to domesticate whatever reference that, in turn, referred to 
Portuguese reality – be it religious, linguistic, generational or geographical. I soon 
realised that it was not working and that certain aspects of the original text and its 
playfulness were being lost. Despite this, I never gave the option of replacing the 
Portuguese references with English alternatives much thought, as it never seemed to be 
an appropriate solution for such a text, which can play an important role in teenagers’ 
general culture. Hence, I decided that a tactic that made the text purposely foreign 
would be adequate path to take. 
Whilst translating Cyclone: Diary of a Roller Coaster, there were linguistic issues 
of both superior and lesser importance to be overcome. In its entirety, the 
suggestions/options found were quite fortunate translations for rather idiomatic 
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The need for a certain level and type of register whilst translating needs to be 
tended to with a certain coherent level of maintenance throughout the whole translation, 
as each character has their own personal style and personality, that are conveyed 
through each one of their diary entries. This is how the reader gets to know them more 
in depth.  
The variety of English to be used in the translation was a question to take into 
consideration, too. As one who has been educated in the British school system, one 
would expect the British phonetic variant to of English to be the natural to have. 
However, the American variant comes easiest and most naturally, which has an obvious 
reflection on the register, which was subconsciously chosen. As for the writing, the 
British spelling was the preferred option, and it posed no obstacle to the publisher and 
neither will it pose and obstacle to the target audience, when it comes to the full 
comprehension of the story. 
Having realised that the final draft had resulted in a mixture between both British 
and American English, it was clear that there were inherent problematics to such a 
translation, one which at the beginning seemed so direct and free of particular issues, 
other than the linguistic, semantic and syntactical options to choose from.  
As one can distinctly perceive, all four characters all belong to different time-
periods, ranging from the 1970s to present day. This is obviously going to have an 
influence in the way each character expresses themselves in terms of putting onto to 
paper what they would say. Upon reading the original version, however, the notion of 
such disparity between registers used by all four characters, even though there are some 
deictic markers that differ from generation to generation and may express different 
ideas, did not have such emphasis. In order to convey the intended message in English, I 
have made use of some vocabulary, distinctive of younger generations, with which the 
characters write their diary entries. A somewhat tricky point, that I was not aware of 
before starting to translate this story, is that English-speaking children, at home, will 
incorporate Germanic-based words and terms into their daily vocabulary, as opposed to 
the Latin-based ones, which are mostly taught in academic environments. Taking into 
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consideration the characters’ age and the age of the public that this book is meant for, 
the overuse of Latin-based words was generally avoided. Each character was also given 
their own trademark speech style, in conformity with their personality. The fact that 
they all belong to different decades, geographies and possibly even social stratifications 
(judging by a few register pointers in the original, such as Anabela’s use of the 
Portuguese vocative ‘mãezinha’ – ‘mummy’ –, which has fallen out of use in modern 
times as a marker of a period in time), and all their different lives and experiences had 
to be taken into account. This approach serves to help differentiate them from their 
counterparts and make the reading of the story itself feel more realistic, despite being 
aimed at teenagers of around the ages of 12-16, which is probably something that they 
would not necessarily notice at first. Consistency in slang is key, provided all 
generations have their specific markers that identify them and set them within the 
context of all the aforementioned factors. Examples of this are the expression used by 
Carla on page 2 of the story, denoting a connotation of exasperation: ‘My days have 
been so boring’, which is something that a child would say on a daily basis – with a 
polyvalent meaning, even – to describe something that is not quite what they had hoped. 
The Portuguese translation preferred was: ‘Os meus dias têm sido uma seca!’ On page 
56-57 of the book, on Anabela’s longest entry, the reader of the Portuguese text can 
easily perceive the register used as lightly literary, due to word order, sentence structure 
and verb use. The English text, on the other hand, presents a more banal narrative in 
terms of register. In the original, she tends to be rather formal and well-read for her age, 
which is, sadly, not the norm, at least in more recent times: ‘(…) Para não encontrar 
ninguém que pudesse dizer à minha avó que me vira’. ‘Vira’ is very literary third-
person singular pluperfect form of the verb ‘ver’ (‘to see’) which is rarely – if ever – 
used in daily speech, despite its correct usage. The solution for that, also because 
English a direct equivalent of the Portuguese pluperfect verb tense, was ‘(…) So that I 
wouldn’t meet anyone that would tell my grandmother they’d seen me’. The same thing 
happens again further down, when she asks herself why she ‘had [I] fallen in love with 
someone who was going away forever (…)’, to which the Portuguese translation was 
‘Por que me fora (verb ‘ser’, ‘to be’) eu apaixonar por alguém que partia assim (…)?’ In 
Portuguese, the pluperfect form tends to be used in literature to describe a past action 
before the past action being mentioned at the time of writing/speaking – for which the 
regular past tense is used. 
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In one of Bernardo’s entries, on page 64, after a telephone call with his father, he 
describes being ‘so angry’, where my initial acceptation for a translation was the 
probably more Americanised forma ‘I was so mad’. In the Portuguese version, we have 
‘Fiquei furioso’.  
ii. Word play 
 
As regards puns, one particular was decisive for the text’s comprehension and 
comedic aspect. Where in the Portuguese text we have Eu sou EU, while Bernardo was 
writing an account of photographing in Pripyat, in reference to the fact than he 
considered himself an explorador urbano (‘urban explorer’), while making a pun with 
eu (the Portuguese word for ‘I’), in English, an attempt was made to try and keep the 
pun by translating it to I’m an EU, which did not work. The hopes of making a quibble 
with the European Union was eventually left behind, and the decision was made to go 
instead for I’m ME, in which ME stands for metropolitan explorer. 
 
iii. Culturally specific terms 
 
All throughout the original text are deictic markers that reference Portuguese 
reality, way of life, religion, traditions or language, which, logically, emphasise the 
Portuguese purport of the story. As this is a text aimed at an English-speaking teenage 
audience, a decision had to be made regarding the strangeness, whether it was to be kept 
or embedded within the target audience’s culture and familiarity. The first issue that 
came about was right at the start, upon the translation of the blurb on the book’s left 
flap. The text describes the fact that this book is ‘inspired by the text of the show Roller 
Coaster, by Inês Barahona and Miguel Fragata, which premiered in March 2018 at the 
Dona Maria II National Theatre, Lisbon, before moving on to other theatres, both in and 
outside of Portugal’. The original text references the theatres in question as both 
‘nacionais’ (national) and ‘estrangeiros’ (foreign). The chosen option was to state that 
said theatres were both ‘in Portugal and abroad’, in order to simultaneously indicate and 






Assinam em conjunto o texto e a encenação dos seus espetáculos, que têm sido 
apresentados em diversos teatros e festivais nacionais e estrangeiros. 
 
EN: 
Together, they are responsible for the scripts and the staging of their shows, which have 
been presented at various theatres and festivals in Portugal and abroad. 
 
iv. Grammatical issues 
 
In addition, one particularly curious feature of the Portuguese language that the 
English language does not have is the historic present. Therefore, when talking about 
flashbacks, for example, as is the case in the book, we would not refer to a past action or 
event using a verb in the present tense, as it sounds contradictory – a usage very much 
alive and perfectly functional in both literary and everyday colloquial Portuguese. There 
is one particular situation in the book where Bernardo writes about how he vividly 
remembers the events that took place at Chernobyl, and that had to be explicitly 
expressed in the past tense in English. 
PT: 
É dia 27 de abril de 1986, domingo, faz sol. Faltam apenas três dias para que o parque de 
diversões de Pripyat seja inaugurado. Vai ser no Primeiro de Maio, Dia do Trabalhador, com 
pompa e circunstância. 
 
Versus the English: 
 
EN:  
It was April 27, 1986, Sunday, and the sun was out. There were only three days left to the 
opening of Pripyat’s amusement park. It was going to take place on May 1 – International 




v. Culturally specific issues. 
 
The notion of cultural issues involves the integrated and maintained system of 
socially acquired values, beliefs and rules of conduct, which impact the range of 
accepted behaviours distinguishable from on societal group to another. 
As my policy to solve such problems was that of maintaining foreignness, the 
following problematics would be solved accordingly. The question of whether I should 
make the characters English or keep them Portuguese. The reason for my having 
decided not to change their nationality is because that would, ultimately, implicate 
several other changes or omissions that would result in a great cultural and referential 
loss. It would impoverish the story. 
On page 8, there is an illustration of Bernardo’s school report. Quite logically, one 
of the subjects that feature on it is Portuguese. I decided to keep it, in accordance with 
my previous decision not to change any Portuguese references to anything but what they 
were. My first option was to, in fact, change it to English, but obviously it made no 
sense keeping certain things in their original context and change others. This duality of 
maintenance or appropriation may work from time to time – though it is not advisable to 
go for both options at the same time, from a literary point of view –, but it was too 
evident for the reader, had I ultimately decided to go in that direction. 
Another inevitable cultural issue is the reference to the metric system, which is the 
system used in Portugal. This may cause some confusion in the minds of English-
speaking teenagers and hinder their comprehension thereof, as the metric system may or 
may not be used, depending on context, in their countries. As discussed above in a 
previous section, I decided to keep it intact, hoping that it will incite the reader to do 
some research and learn from it.  
Knowing this – and taking into consideration that names may also cause 
strangeness –, one decision that had to be made, in terms of keeping things relatable or 
maintaining a certain foreignness to them, was whether the characters were to have 
English-sounding names or to keep their original Portuguese ones. At first, option 
number one did seem to be more appealing, but due to a few other issues that arose later 
on, their names were ultimately kept in their original Portuguese variants. Initially, I had 
decided to change the names Bernardo, Anabela and Carla (not M. because it is no 
different in either language) to Bernard, Annabel and Poppy, respectively, so that the 
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target readers would assimilate them more easily, without finding them odd. In the end, 
and despite having been given full liberty to do this by the publisher, I decided to keep 
all characters Portuguese, with their Portuguese names, to provide the target text with 
another element of foreignness. 
Religiously speaking, Portugal is a Catholic country – which England and most 
English-speaking countries are not. Because of this, religious markers such as the 
reference to the medallion of the Our Lady of the Assumption – who is not a prominent 
figure within ecclesiastical context for Protestants, Anglicans, etc., as is not the 
celebration of the Assumption of Mary – and Carnival, another catholic festivity 
inexistent in Anglo-Saxon culture, do not mean much to readers whose cultural 
background englobes all of these aspects. However, I thought it would be interesting to 
keep the strangeness in such a text, provided that it would instigate and move the public 
that it is aimed at to go look information up on whatever subject they may know little 
about, thus making way for a dynamism and interest in things foreign.  
Two other very important cultural markers for Portuguese people, which surely 
English-speaking teenagers would know very little or nothing about, are the references 
to the PIDE (the International and State Defence Police) and the April 25 Revolution 





The intersemiotic dimension of the text also raised issues for translation. In one of 
Anabela’s entries on page 3, she mentions ‘the small piece of paper which came out 
from Zaida, the fortune-teller’ (o papelinho que saía da Zaida). Given that Anabela is 
describing her going to a fair, it was a rather straightforward idea to assume that if a 
piece of paper comes out from someone, then that someone must be inanimate, 
therefore, a machine. Looking at the illustrations in the book, the reader cannot be led 
into thinking that it is anything other than a machine, as the depiction  of a machine with 
a woman inside appears, hinting that it is a coin-working machine. If one has no access 
to the drawings, however, this idea could be easily misinterpreted, as there are also 
fortune-tellers in fairs who happen to be living people and there is really no other 
reference to it being a machine other than context. 
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As this book talks about a massive 26-metre tall roller coaster very fittingly 
named Cyclone, I thought it would be interesting to refer to it in English as ‘the 
Cyclone’, as the definite article here emphasises the power and majesty of the roller 
coaster – which is, ultimately, a metaphor of the roller coaster that is life. The use of the 
definite article in Portuguese has much more widespread occurrence than it does in 
English (for example, ‘a [montanha-russa] Ciclone’), and so, as a native speaker of 
Portuguese, I must acknowledge that this interesting game of semantics is somewhat 






For as fun and new an experience as translating Cyclone: Diary of a Roller 
Coaster was, the positive feedback that I have received from the publisher also added to 
my personal satisfaction and accomplishment as a professional translator. In the end, 
there was no displeasure on the publisher’s part, as they complimented me several times 
on my work and assiduity and only had few and minor suggestions to the translation. 
Being a simple matter of vocabulary preference, it has altered in no way whatsoever the 
sense that I had intended to give to my rendition of the text. Furthermore, because the 
publisher’s suggestions regarded words instead of full sentences, no negotiations were 
necessary in order to keep or do away with translational options. All the questions and 
doubts that I had about their preferences or habits when dealing with translations and 
translators were well dealt with and responded to in a very polite and receptive manner, 
which also helped me be more sure about the natural and imaginative way to go about 
the translation. I was given complete trust and space to take charge of the text as I 
pleased. This having been my first official work for a publisher – and quite a well-
known one, no less –, it was rather reassuring to be able to rely on the fact that my 
better judgment was not being put into question. It was even more (self-)reassuring to 
have found that it was appreciated and looked at with ease about the original text having 
been made justice to.    
As regards the publication of the work, Orfeu Negro has not made known to me 
when it was to published, only that it is to be published and sold in Portugal and 
anywhere abroad where the Orfeu Mini collection happens to be marketed – insight as 
to where specifically this book is to be marketed was not disclosed either. They did say, 
however, that it was to be presented at book fairs where Orfeu Negro is very much 
present. 
Thus far, I have no knowledge as to whether this is will eventually result in more 
work for me, though I have let them know on my last e-mail that I am available for 
translations that they may have, should they need it. 
I discovered an area of Translation that I knew nothing about and have ever since 
become more and more interested in. I hope that it can help me shape my path in to the 
area. Through this experience, I did some research online and eventually decided to sign 
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up for a small course on illustration, fuelled by the existence of illustrations in this 
book. I think it would be both a useful and productive way to make use out of my 
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Four people, four moments in time, four places in the world and a roller coaster: the 
Cyclone. Two boys – M. and Bernardo – and two girls – Carla and Anabela, between 
the ages of 13 and 19, write in their diaries. Each new entry is a ticket for a ride aboard 
the Cyclone. From the ‘70s up to the present, pages full of loop-the-loops, thrilling ups 
and downs, suspensions, expectations, impressions, disappointments, first times and last 
times. 
The Cyclone is a 26-meter-high amusement park ride attraction, but it is also the roller 
coaster, which we have all already experienced, or will experience, as we make our way 
towards adulthood. A diary of emotions, inspired by the text of the show Roller 
Coaster, by Inês Barahona and Miguel Fragata, which premiered in March 2018 at the 
Dona Maria II National Theatre, Lisbon, before moving on to other theatres, both in and 




Inês Barahona & Miguel Fragata formed the Formiga Atómica theatre company 
(Lisbon) in 2014. Together, they are responsible for the scripts and the staging of their 
shows, which have been presented at various theatres and festivals in Portugal and 
abroad. They like to reflect on urgent, current issues and to come up with artistic 
projects for everybody. 
 
Do Bosque para o Mundo, A Caminhada de Elefantes and Montanha-Russa are some of 
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DIARY OF A ROLLER COASTER 
TEXT 






5 JULY 1973 
  
Dear diary,  
Such boring holidays. Nothing happens. I’ve been on holidays for a couple of days now 
and I cannot stand this house anymore. My mum doesn’t understand me, she just 
doesn’t. She doesn’t understand that I’m only sixteen years old. She was born before 
me, it’s true, but I shall never experience whatever she has been through! Times have 
changed. We’re in 1973! Things have moved on and she doesn’t know what it’s like to 
be sixteen in 1973! She belongs to another time! But she doesn’t understand that. 
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When will this summer be over?  
  
CARLA 
5 AUGUST 1989 
  
Dear diary,  
I think all diaries start like this… 
I saw you in the stationer’s window and I couldn’t resist. And what’s more, you smell 
nice! 
I’m going to do the usual thing when one buys a diary: I’ll write and you’ll listen.  
I’m thirteen years old and my family is normal. Everything’s fine. Apart from Mum and 
me; we fight about everything. My dad and I can’t stand each other. I don’t know what 
Mum ever saw in Dad, and I really don’t know what he ever saw in her, either… 




15 JULY 1973  
 
Dear diary,  
I haven’t written anything because there’s absolutely nothing going on. It’s sheer 
emptiness. What will tomorrow be like? I hope it’s better!  
 
M. 
13 AUGUST 2000  
 




He began this family tradition. 
My family has always been connected to funfairs – rides and illusions. My great-
grandfather was the first one. 
He was German. A circus artist. A great illusionist. He was very good at telling his own 
life as if it were a story. 
It always began at eight years old, which was when he had become a lion tamer. Then 
he was kidnapped by a gang of thieves, taken to Africa, where he became the chief of a 
pygmy tribe and got married in secret to the daughter of the emperor of Ethiopia. It 
sounds impossible, but apparently, it all happened. 
The juiciest episode would be kept for last: my great-grandfather was crowned king of 
Albania. Precisely eighty-seven years ago today, 13 August 1913. 
He would tell how he had seen a curious ad in a newspaper: Albania (the country) was 
looking for a missing prince to be its leader. And that missing prince looked a lot like 
my great-grandfather.  
You could see it in the ad’s photograph! So he decided to leave for Albania, 
accompanied by his sword-swallower friend, and take charge.  
There he reigned. He took what he could get from the palace, spent most of the crown 
treasure and even dared declare war on Serbia, just for the kick of it. Five days into it, 
he decided that it was enough and left. Back in Germany, he demanded to be referred to 
as ‘the former king of Albania’:  
 
[IMAGE] 
Ehemaliger König von Albanien 
 
When he died, it was found out that he even had that title on his ID. And so it is written 
on his tombstone. There’s no German person today who doesn’t believe this story, such 
was the conviction with which my great-grandfather defended it. I write this diary, this 
letter, so that everyone believes my story. 
  
ANABELA 




None of the tomorrows were any better. Every day is the same: a bore. These holidays 






PAGE UNDER CONSTRUCTION 
 
I’ve decided to create a blog. A blog that is, like, a diary, but open to the whole world. 
None of that cheap scented paper and special pen stuff. Digital is the real McCoy: what 
you get is what you see.  
Actually, I’ve never kept a diary. I’ve never liked the idea of writing only for myself. I 
don’t think it’s interesting at all. 
A blog is completely different. Blogs exist so they give life to a person. And for that, 
you only need Wi-Fi. 
I’m going to call it cyclone dot blogspot dot com. 
 
ANABELA 
12 AUGUST 1973  
 
Dear diary, 
It seems as though these holidays may have a solution yet. I’ve been invited to go to the 
Fair which they’re putting together, nearby. There’s a roller coaster there.  
Mum says I can go, if my brother goes with me. It’s not because he’s older, it’s because 
he’s a boy. Mummy says that I must be very careful with boys. And then she sends my 
brother to look after me! 
Adults are so contradictory...  
I’m going to wear a new dress tomorrow for the fair. It’s short, I’m going to be a 
success. If it draws attention to my legs, maybe it can distract them from my nose. I 
dreamt that my nose came to life, with legs and everything, and that it killed a man who 
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was going to be my future husband. My nose was ruining my future marriage! There I 
was, alone and without a husband or a nose. I know it’s just a dream, but will I ever find 
someone who beats my nose and focuses on my legs? 
 
M. 
14 AUGUST 2000  
 
I’ve been doing the maths: 18 years are 6575 days.  
 
CARLA 
12 AUGUST 1989  
 
I’ve decided to give you a name today – it’s going to be Dizzy. I hope you like it. Hello, 
Dizzy, how’s everything going?  
Not that great with me... I went to the beach with my best friend. She told me my 
swimsuit is a bit odd. I didn’t go back to the pool because of that. I just feel like staying 
at home. I just feel like eating (I’m always hungry) and sleeping. And my back is 
covered in pimples… I feel really weird. 
 
ANABELA 
13 AUGUST 1973  
 
Dear diary,  
Today, my life has changed forever.  
I don’t even know where to begin...  
I went to the fair but didn’t have the nerve to go on the roller coaster...  
So they wouldn’t call me a coward, I played it cool. I said: ‘I can’t be bothered’, ‘I don’t 
care’, ‘I’m not going’.  
My brother was already in a bad mood because he thought my dress was too short. He 
became even more irritated by my refusal. After all, he was there to take care of the 
group, he was the eldest; if I didn’t go, nobody else could either… But I convinced him 
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that I’d be good and stay near Zaida. 
I’ve always been fascinated by the fair. Only she can tell what tomorrow’s going to be 
like. Only she knows the future…  
When I was there, next to Zaida, I came closer and inserted a coin. I kissed my little 
medallion of Our Lady of the Assumption, asked God that the odds be in my favour and 
looked up at the sky. 
That was when I saw him. 
He was inside the roller coaster’s control booth, in front of a panel full of bright buttons. 
The lights fell on his profile – first red, then blue, then orange. He presses the button. 
He commands. He makes kids and their families slide along the roller coaster. He’s the 
maestro of twists and turns who leaves the crowds exhilarated. 
He’s the god who moves the machine! (God forgive me...)  
Suddenly, he turned to me. Embarrassed I lowered my eyes, and then I saw the small 





If your winter is dragging on, spring should not be too long coming. 
BERNARDO 
CICLONE.BLOGSPOT.COM  
I’m ME  
But this needs explaining.  
I’ve always been addicted to speed. I’ve always wanted to devour time and eat the 
future. I have always been in a hurry. 
But that was before I ever got to Pripyat (I’m not sure if that’s how you spell it). Pripyat 
is a whole city, in silence. It’s in Ukraine, very close to Chernobyl. It’s a typically 
Soviet city. Hundreds of streets laid out geometrically, thousands of identical flats in 
identical buildings, all of them with a bust of Lenin in the middle of the living room. 
It was April 27, 1986, Sunday, and the sun was out. There were only three days left to 
the opening of Pripyat’s amusement park. It was going to take place on May 1 – 
International Workers’ Day –, with pomp and circumstance. 
But on that very Sunday, as they opened the windows to their houses, Pripyat’s 
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inhabitants could clearly see a huge column of smoke coming out of reactor 4 of 
Chernobyl’s nuclear power plant. The reactor was on fire. All this happened a few 
kilometres away. The people were told that everything was fine and that the opening of 
the park would be rescheduled at an earlier date. A few hours later, the enormous 
yellow Ferris wheel started to spin. Families rush to park and queues form in front of 
the ticket offices. During the few hours that it’s open, Pripyat’s amusement park allows 
authorities to cover up the tragedy. It’s the right to have fun which disguises a death 
sentence. 
That very afternoon, the fifty thousand inhabitants were evacuated in an emergency, 
with the promise that they would return three days later. Thirty-three years later, 
nobody’s yet returned. The city has been deserted ever since the explosion.   
Today, people can already visit the ghost town: there are open books on the desks, 
clothes and toys scattered around the houses, clocks hanging on the walls, stuck in time. 
However, what we see isn’t really the past. It’s the way that the present has of taking 
over the past, like the plants that grow in the middle of the concrete, the animals that 
occupy empty spaces, the wind that blows at the crossroads and in the corners of the 
deserted streets. Visiting Pripyat isn’t like peeking through a window with a view to the 
past. It isn’t like rescuing an untouched pearl from the past from our memories. Visiting 
Pripyat is seeing how the present erases the past. Pripyat, as it once was, isn’t available 
for visits.  
It's like my past. It’s also not available for visiting. It’s not that I don’t remember it. I 
remember it very well, I just don’t want to open the window. My past stays behind. The 
only thing that interests me is the present. So I concentrate on the moment my life 
changed completely. On the moment when I was just standing there, motionless, in the 
middle of the main four-lane avenue, where nobody rode. I remember starting slowly to 
take picture and share them. The first likes came in, the first comments and the 
question: asking if I’m ME. At first, I don’t get it: if I’m ME? And then, suddenly, 
somebody writes ME = Metropolitan Explorer. Me. And that was how, completely by 
chance, I became ME.  
 
M. 




I’m going to start this letter from the beginning.  
At the beginning, my parents travelled separately through Europe. My mum, through 
Eastern Europe, with the Catapult; and my dad with the Cyclone through Southern 
Europe – Italy, Portugal, Spain… Meanwhile, I was born, my brothers and sisters were 
born and the travelling went on. Us with our mum, and dad always alone. I spent the 
earlier years of my life travelling from one country to another, from fair to fair. What a 
relief and joy when Dad announced that he had bought an amusement park in Berlin. It 
was when the Wall fell. I was about ten or eleven, but I remember the speech he made 
on the opening day about the family tradition… My dad all proud, continuing that 





I’ve already been to Sweden, Denmark, Spain, Italy, Austria, Germany and France. I’ve 
also been to Australia and Canada. I always take the chance to travel when the 
campaigns are over. With my rucksack on my back and very little money in my pocket. 
I hitch rides and go to unknown places. I’ve been to countries where they speak 
languages that I don’t know. I’ve tasted all kinds of things, with various effects… I’ve 
come across communities and lifestyles that are sustainable, eco-friendly, balanced and 
self-sufficient – enough to say that I’ve tried a bit of everything. Few people can grasp 
this, but I think it’s important to try things in order to find out who we are. Ah! The 
campaigns have nothing to do with politics! They’re the summer harvest period 
Seasonal work. I’m an expert in picking strawberries, raspberries, broccoli, apples, 
pears, oranges, plums, peas, potatoes and tomatoes. I come and go for short periods. In 
between I have school. That’s how I organise my expeditions. My project is to visit an 








Mum tells me I must wear a bra. I don’t want to wear a bra. There were women who 
burnt their bras so women wouldn’t have to wear them! 
Everyone tells me I look like a true teenager. But whenever I hear that word, it’s as 
though they all start looking at bits of my body that have changed and it’s just so 
embarrassing. 
What’s the matter with me, Dizzy? What’s the matter with me? Will somebody, please, 
tell me: what is the matter with me? Who is this person I’ve become? It’s like I’m back-
to-front… My head doesn’t stop, but the world looks always the same, it repeats itself 
every single day. They told me the theory about what’s happening to my body: the 
hormones, the changes in my body… But why is it so dodgy? Dad says that it seems 
like one moment I’m at a funeral, and then, next thing you know, it’s Carnival. 
Everything’s just so confusing to me. I started to feel very sleepy and hungry, angry and 
then laughing out loud. I don’t want to make any decisions. And I’d like these emotions 
that I feel to go away. I just want to be me 
 again and everything to go back to being simple. Why can’t anything be simple? 
ANABELA 
13 AUGUST 1973  
 
Dear diary,  
Today, Mummy asked me to run some errands for her. I went to the pharmacy, then to 
the grocery store and, finally, to the café. As soon as I walked in, I saw him! The boy 
from the fair! My heart felt like it was about to burst from my chest. He came up to me 
and talked to me! He asked me whether I had been to the fair. He noticed me! Zaida was 
right! This, on its own, was a breath of spring… He’s German. He’s twenty-four years 
old and already owns a roller coaster: the Cyclone! He’s very nice. He speaks a mix of 
Spanish, French and English, despite being German. He travels from country to country 
with the Cyclone and, since he told he would be leaving in a couple of days, he invited 
me for a free ride, tomorrow, after the fair closes for public, at midnight. Is this actually 
true?! I spent the whole day trying to imagine what it’s going to be like! I have to talk 
Mummy into letting me go. I haven’t even had the time to think about how afraid I am 
of going on a roller coaster! I just think about him! I’m not responsible for my 
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decisions; everything I do, I do for him! I couldn’t care less if I ruin my life… 
Aghhhh… 
CYCLONE.BLOGSPOT.COM // FAQ 
BERNARDO 
FREQUENTLY ASKED QUESTIONS 
FAQ  
My favourite one: What’s all that about ‘urban exploration’?  
The answer is obvious: It’s looking for something in abandoned places. 
And the next question: But looking for what?  
The answer depends on whom you ask:  
a) A meaning for life. b) Excitement. c) Adrenaline. d) I don’t know! 
The insistent ones continue: But why in abandoned places?  
And here I come up with a poetic answer: They’re places full of secrets.  
Then comes the voice of reason: But isn’t that trespassing on private property?  
But I have an answer ready!  
There are rules: ‘Don’t take anything but pictures, don’t leave anything but footprints.’ 
The spoilsport continues...  
Have you thought about the consequences?  
And yet another...  
Do you really think there’s a future in it for you?  
And yet another...  
Why don’t you stop that?  
And yet another...  
What’s the fun in that?  
They won’t stop, I can’t even answer...  
Wouldn’t you rather do something else with your life?  
I’m getting desperate...  
Do you think that’s how the world works?  
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And the final blow:  
Do you really think you know anything about life?  
And into the conversation go Mum, Dad, an aunt, Grandpa, the teacher, a friend… 
Where were you last night? Where were you last night? Where were you last night? 
Where were you last night? Where were you last night? 
I shout:  
End of FAQ!  
 
ANABELA 
15 AUGUST 1973  
 
Dear diary,  
Today I went to church with Mummy and my brother. It was the festival of the 
Assumption of Our Lady. It was a good way to get over last night’s argument with 
Mummy. Dad never liked me to call her mummy, but what do I care? She was the one 
who raised me – my grandmother. Whether he likes it or not, she replaced my Mother. 
Mummy told me off about my short dress. My brother told her. She said, as a lesson, I 
couldn’t go to the fair anymore. She doesn’t understand what it’s like to be sixteen and 
not have a mother! 
Besides, times have changed. We’re in 1973! Things have evolved I can’t go back to the 
fair because of a dress?! This is no punishment, it’s a dark and gloomy winter which 
will fall over me for as long as I live! I can’t believe Zaida lied! She said that spring 
wouldn’t be too long coming, but winter is back instead. How am I possibly going to 
survive not going back, after having seen him and talked to him? My life has changed 
ever since I saw him! If I can’t go to the fair, if I can’t meet him again, what else is 
there for me? I don’t see any way out… If they keep me inside this house for a whole 





LEAVING THE HOUSE, STAYING AT HOME 
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My going to Pripyat was a sort of baptism of urban exploration. Unbeknownst to me, I 
was an explorer for the first time. People may think that only those that are fixated on 
the past, on abandonment, like exploring. But the truth is that to explore is to discover 
the present. Abandonment is the present. In the past of the places which I explore, there 
was no abandonment, there was life. We have always lived surrounded by things, 
information and speed. Time is full, full, full. We never have any silence. When I 
explore and get to an abandoned spot, it’s like I’m out of time. It’s weird. A shock. 
Places look like film sets, they don’t look real. Sometimes, I think that anything is 
possible there. 
[IMAGE TEXT]  
BUILD YOUR OWN HOUSE 
THE GAME 
CUT ALONG WHICHEVER LINE YOU WANT 
BUT DON’T CUT YOURSELF! 
 
I’m at a point in my life where the past is finally disappearing, in ruins. 
Stone breaks, iron oxidises, water evaporates.  
One of these days I shall go there on an expedition. For the time being, I shall explore 
other places. 
The Japanese call exploration something along the lines of ‘ruin hunting’. I’m a ruin 
hunter. 
Most of my life was spent having to see two very different parents permanently arguing. 
I can’t remember them ever having dreams in common, although they tell me that I’m 
the product of their only joint dream. 
Every single time one of them wanted something, the other wanted the opposite. It 
became increasingly common that, when one of them would get home, the other one 
was on their way out. But the worst part was that I became a toy in their hands. 
Everything I wanted was bound to be rejected by one and approved by the other. My 
poor choices were one or the other’s fault. My good choices were due to my being the 
exact same as one or the other, they would tell me in secret. They wanted me to tell 
them whatever the other one told me in secret. They wanted me to follow in the 
footsteps of my paternal grandfather, or in those of my maternal grandmother. They 
wanted me to cut my hair like this or that, to wear shirts and trousers or shorts – 
according to their own taste. Every time that this happened, I turned into the infamous 
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bullet-man from the circus, launched from inside a cannon into uncertain parts. They – 
animal tamers – wielded the whip. I did pirouettes which, as usual, didn’t please them. 
My mother wanted me to study more – whatever I were to become, was something to 
see later on. My dad wanted me to go out into the world and amount to something – 
whatever that meant. But nobody ever asked me what I wanted. 
As soon as I turned sixteen, I decided that enough was enough. I didn’t go live with 
either of them. With the money that I’d saved from the campaigns and other odd jobs 
that I did – lowering my needs to the basic stuff (sleeping bag and backpack) –, I went 
to live with friends. Right now, I’m living in three different places, according to the 
time of year. Whenever I don’t have a place to stay, I go to my aunt and uncle, who 
don’t have children and whose door has always been open for me. This is how it has 
been for the last two years, and I can scarcely remember my life being any other way. 
For now, I still fill in my mum’s address on the official forms, but I will soon be of age 
and that is going to end.  
 
CARLA 
9 NOVEMBER 1989  
 
Dizzy,  
Today was a historical day, you know. The Berlin Wall fell. The two halves of Germany 
have reunited. Have you ever heard of such a thing, Dizzy? A country cut in half, two 
halves unable to speak to each other, no contact, whatsoever, for who knows how 
long… The time of a cold war… Europe divided in half by an iron curtain… Some 
walls have fallen today, inside me, too. But I feel like I’m split in half. I’m here in the 
present. Only my voice is stuck on the other side – in the past. I’m silent here, but 
shouting on the other side. My life has entered a cold, freezing war. I saw on the telly a 
few people my age jumping over the wall. I thought that, if I’d been there, I’d have just 
stayed on my side. I don’t want to jump, Dizzy! I don’t want to climb the wall. Walls 
have fallen inside me, today. Now, there’s no way back. I’m like them, now – Western, 
or ‘grown-up’, like my mum says. She smiled at me and said: ‘You’re grown up”. She 
gave me a pill for the pain and told me that it would go away. She was going to pet me, 
but I managed to dodge. I’m in my room, lying down, ever since the walls inside me 
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fell. I’ve got a tummy ache. I just feel like crying. Europe celebrates a new world, a 
bright future. I look in between my legs and it’s all dark. 
 
M.  
19 AUGUST 2000  
 
I have good memories of the time we spent at the park, in Berlin. I remember us kissing 
on the ghost train, being caught smoking by my mother, inside the cabin of the Ferris 
wheel, while peeking at visitors from corners only I knew about…  
But then the machines all started to break down. First, the Cyclone. A scandal, 
newspapers, court cases, compensations… Soon after, the other attractions followed. 
Newer parks opened, more oriented towards the future. And the youngsters from the 
East needed a future, after having crossed the Wall. Desperately. Our funfair in Berlin 
closed down. We had no place anymore. We were the past.  
 
CARLA 
10 JUNE 1990  
 
Dizzy,  
I’m sorry that I haven’t written for so many months. Today, I really needed to; today 
was a terrible day.  
My mum gave me the keys to the house and I had a crying spell. For real, Dizzy, I cried 
a lot!  
I don’t want to have the keys to the house, I don’t want to open the door. It’s hard to 
explain… Why doesn’t anybody understand me? Why doesn’t anybody listen to me, nor 
see me, for what I really am...?  
I know that, for most people, it’s great to have the house keys, but I’m not like most 
people. I don’t want my mother to come near me, with that idiotic little smile of hers, to 
tell me how grown up I am. I don’t want to be grown up. I want to stay just as I am. I 
don’t know what came over me. Afterwards, I felt very embarrassed about crying; I 
cried even more, closed myself in my room and slammed the door behind me. 
I think that having the house keys is like saying that I’m going to cross the wall. And I 
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don’t want to be on this side. I want to stay on the other side. I want to go back. And I 
know that the consciousness of all of this means that I’m entering an age where that’s 
not possible. Even if I don’t want to go forward, I have to. And I don’t want to. 
I didn’t have dinner. Mum brought me some toast a little while ago. She asked me if I 
was better and I shrugged. I don’t know why I shrug my shoulders so often, lately. It 
feels right. I don’t have to say anything.  
I’m going to bed. Good night, Dizzy.  
  
BERNARDO 
A MEMORY  
 
There’s a memory that I keep from my whole childhood. My eternal, almost obsessive, 
passion for roller coasters. The constant addiction to speed, to vertigo. The constant 
rush. The limit. I’ve always thought that, if I were a machine, I’d be a roller coaster. 
 
(IMAGE] 
PORTUGUESE 4 – More was impossible 
ENGLISH 4 — It couldn’t have been less or more 
HISTORY 4 — It’s a very high 4 (said the teacher) 
MATHEMATICS 3 — Well deserved 
SCIENCE 3 — What an idiot 
GEOGRAPHY 4 — This teacher is supercool 
VISUAL ARTS EDUCATION 5 — I totally didn’t see this coming 
P.E. 4 — Well, little teacher? What about my 5? 
RELIGIOUS EDUCATION 4 — That’s what I thought! 
FRENCH 4 — Nailed it! 
 
CARLA 
9 JULY 1990 
 
Dear Dizzy, 




I just don’t understand how my uncle, who was also brought up by my grandma, can be 
so much more open-minded, so much more modern and capable of understanding the 
time we live in than my mother. She tells me they didn’t use to get along. No wonder! 
Her, with all her limitations, and him, fully open-minded – it was doomed from the 
beginning! 
My uncle understands me. It’s a shame that he lives so far away, otherwise, I’d ask him 
to adopt me. 
The moment I look forward to most all year is when he takes me on holidays. Just us 
two. And that’s what’s going to happen this summer! Anyway, I will have to be patient 






The first hurdle to be overcome is other people. That’s also why I decided to start a 
blog. 
When I started sharing my exploration projects, there would always be someone telling 
me about the danger, trying to frighten me, reminding me of all the restrictions. 
In this, like in other things, I realised that the best thing to do was to speak only to the 
interested parties. It’s one of the advantages of blogs. 
Supposedly, whoever follows you has an interest in what you do, in what you show, and 
in who you are. And I’m an ME…  
I learned all I know about exploring by reading other blogs that I follow. Now, I’m 
really part of the community of explorers and I religiously follow every rule that I’ve 
learned since the first hour: ‘Don’t take anything but pictures, don’t leave anything but 
footprints.’  











Friend 1     5 min 
Friend 4     1 min 





5 DECEMBER 2000  
 
After we shut the Berlin fair down, dad announced that we’d be coming to Lima, Peru, 
to open another fair. Reinventing oneself is part of the family tradition. 
Dad shipped six rides in containers, all the way from Berlin to Lima. By law, we 
couldn’t get any equipment out of Germany. We had loads of debts and the machines 
served as a guarantee. But my dad convinced the authorities that the six rides were 
broken and that they were to be repaired in Lima, only to be shipped back.  
Dad was the first one to leave Berlin. Then he sent a message saying we could go, that 
everything was ready, waiting for us. 
When we arrived, mum was in shock. Our house was very modest and the ground for 
the future fair was empty, because the rides hadn’t arrived yet. But I was happy. The 
country looked incredible. At school, I was a hero for being a rich German (the boys 
thought) and sweet (the girls thought). We were going to open the fair and it was going 
to be a success. Dad had already thought of a name: Parque de la Asunción (Park of the 
Assumption). 
After some time, my mother decided to leave and take us kids with her. She couldn’t 
adapt, she couldn’t take it anymore. The episode at the customs had been the last straw: 
when the containers finally got there, the authorities decided that they weren’t going to 
release the rides all at once, but only one piece a week, instead. The opening date had to 
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be postponed and money was scarce. 
I resented her attitude and decided to stay. If my dad believed it was possible, then it  
was. We would open the park together.  
Dad said that I had everything to be the next director of an amusement park in the 
family. That filled me with pride. 
Dad and I lived like two adventurers. To me, he was the ‘former king of Albania’; I was 
his ‘sword-swallower’ friend and that was the time of our rule. 
 
BERNARDO 
LESSON #1  
 
I watched the exploration of Nara Dreamland, Japan, live. My favourite explorer is 
Haikyo – a famous ‘ruin hunter’ who mainly explores abandoned amusement parks. It 
was thrilling. It was a live broadcast and it was unbelievable! Nara is a copy of 
Disneyland, but had never been authorised by Walt Disney: from the entrance gates to 
the attractions, passing through the pink castle, the plan of the park, everything’s the 
same. Even the mascots look like Disney characters! It was built in the 50s by a man 
who invested all his money in the park. Nara fell into decay when a more modern 
amusement park was opened, a real Disneyland, in Tokyo. Nara Dreamland closed 
down in 2006. The park was out of bounds. It was heavily policed and was a risky 
exploration; one of the most difficult parks to access in the whole world, a magical and 
sinister, place, full of vegetation getting hold of the machine skeletons left behind. I 
watched Haikyo throughout the whole thing, but nothing could beat when he climbed 
onto the fragile skeleton of the roller coaster. Even at a distance it was a memorable 
experience for me. When he got down, Haikyo was arrested, tried and convicted, as an 
example for the crowds of urban explorers in Japan. Meanwhile, the park was 




5 DECEMBER 2000  
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Our goal was to open the park. With the parts still held up at customs, we could only try 






He was a German guy who had lived in Peru for many years. He approached us because 
he was interested in investing. With his help, we began to liberate more than a part a 
week.  
One night, I got a call from the hospital: my dad had had a heart attack. According to 
the doctors, he needed an operation. He felt more confident if he were operated in 
Germany. He put the park in my name, left me his amulet (a medallion with a saint on 
it) and went back to Germany. 
Der Deutsche accompanied me in Lima. Every week we’d go to the customs to liberate 
some more parts. My dad had his operation in Berlin and was recovering well. 
From afar, the Cyclone’s silhouette was starting to be visible. 
 
(IMAGE) 
ABANDONED ROLLER COASTERS 






To visit one abandoned amusement park somewhere in the world, every year. 
 
CARLA 
2 AUGUST 1990  
 
My uncle told me that we’re going to Berlin to see the capital reunited. I’ve been in the 
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library looking for information about the city. There are two places that I really want to 
go to: the zoo and an amusement park that’s in East Berlin. I saw that there’s a roller 
coaster there. I’ve always wanted to ride one. My mum never let me, she’s too scared. 
But I’m going to take the chance of being with my uncle to ask him whether I can go. 
Two more weeks and I’ll start packing. 
 
ANABELA 
16 AUGUST 1973 
 
Dear diary, 
Yesterday, I did something crazy and my life changed forever!  
After dinner, I faked having a stomach-ache, which forced me to go to bed earlier. I 
filled the bed with towels, so it looked like there was someone lying there, and, a little 
before midnight, I sneaked out through the balcony door.  
I had already looked into the possibility of doing this, but had never dared try it. The 
roof of the shed was underneath my balcony. The roof was covered in a zinc plate and I 
– barefoot and shoes in my hands – wasn’t going to make noise. If I fell, the fall 
wouldn’t be that big, even though it looked pretty high from way up there… But love 
overcomes all obstacles, and I was down in a wink. 
I made my way to the Fair, trying to avoid the more straightforward route, so that I 
wouldn’t meet anyone that would tell my grandmother they’d seen me. 
When I arrived at the main gate, which was still open to let the last visitors out, I saw 
him, leaning against the wall, casually smoking a cigarette. He smiled at me, I smiled 
back and I was sure that I was doing the right thing. Was I? He offered a cigarette. I’d 
never smoked before – but then I’d never run away from home either! I figured I would 
try it out. It tasted bad I had a coughing fit, as though I had suddenly swallowed all the 
smoke from a chimney in the winter. Mummy used to tell me it was dangerous, that I 
could become ‘hooked on it’, but turns out ‘it’ was horrible, and I thought why in the 
world would anyone want to smoke. He laughed. He laughed a lot. I gave him the 
cigarette back, feeling slightly sick. If Mummy knew how easy it would be to keep me 
from smoking, she would have given me a cigarette a long time ago! 
He took me by the hand and led me inside the fair. When we arrived at the roller 
coaster’s control cabin, he asked me if I wanted to go for a ride. He asked a colleague of 
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his to operate the machine and there we both went, alone, for a ride. I was wearing my 
flowery skirt and a white blouse. It was a bit silly of me. As I was running away from 
home, the blouse had got all stained. 
The ride began slowly at first, then went even more slowly, on a steep rise that made my 
skirt slide back almost to my waist. Up there, the anticipation of the fall filled me with 
such terror that I just started to scream. Laughing, he gave me his hand, pulled me 
against him and made me lean my head on his shoulder, while I closed my eyes. 
Another slowdown, another climb. I didn’t take my head off of his shoulder and my 
eyes were still closed.  
He turned to me. The train slowed down for another climb. I looked at him and that was 
when it happened: he kissed me! Yes, he kissed me! Lips against lips... And I melted. 
All the time I could hear my grandmother’s words telling me that I had to be very 
careful with boys. But I felt safe with him! I didn’t want that kiss to ever be over and, 
next thing you know, it was me searching for his mouth.  
The carriage stopped. He laughed. Again. He kissed me again and then helped me out 
and went to the cabin to turn everything off. I just followed him. 
We went to his trailer. He introduced me to ‘his home’.  
We remained silent for some time. Then, he told me that he was leaving the next day. 
And that he’d, probably, never come back… I couldn’t hold back the tears. I started to 
cry, really sobbing! Why had I fallen in love with someone who was going away 
forever, just like that? Was this love, after all? A short spring, followed by an eternal 
winter. 
The park gradually quietened; the lights dimmed, fewer people passed by. We fell into 
each other’s arms. I knew that there was no way of stopping the ride, after he had 
pressed that button.  
I felt his hands going up my legs, then my back, touching my neck, xxxxxxxxxxxx, my 
arms, his fingers delicately stretching towards my breasts… I xxxxxxxxxxxxxx 
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx  
It was then that xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx but the 
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx  at that point xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx yes xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx was as though xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 
I don’t know how to describe what I was feeling. It was all so fast, I just mimicked his 
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kisses, I didn’t want him to think me too inexperienced, but the truth was that I had 
never kissed a boy, I had never been in that situation before, I didn’t know where to put 
my hands, I didn’t know when to stop – honestly, I didn’t want to stop. I know, maybe 
it was a bit hasty, maybe I should have played it a bit more coy, but I was unable to 
make a decision, I was totally taken by the excitement of the moment.  
And, just like the roller coaster ride, another ride was beginning Slowly, at first, then 
even more slowly, until an abrupt descent, propelled us fearlessly and shamelessly 
against one another. Every so often, I regained conscience and started doubting and 
fearing that situation; but I quickly went back to such a big state of emotion, and the 
ideas would senselessly follow. 
The hours passed by and, suddenly, I was startled. I told him that had had to go. I kissed 
him goodbye and left him my medallion of Our Lady of the Assumption.  
He xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx  
The whole way back, my heart was racing, my legs were shaking… The fear that 
somebody would see, that somehow they would notice that I’m no longer the same. 
I got into my room through the window and looked around. Everything was the same.  
Today, it was hard to keep my cool. Nobody noticed anything. But my brother seems to 
be looking at me in a funny way. 
He’s leaving today. How long will it last, this winter that is just beginning? Will my 
spring ever come back?  
 
BERNARDO 
LESSON #2  
 
The first exploration that I did outside the country was at Spreepark in Berlin.  
It was total euphoria. We went during the night – me and a group of explorers. We took 
gloves and torches, hiking boots and black hooded sweatshirts.  
What struck me the most about that whole experience wasn’t jumping over the park 
fence or seeing that morbid scenery – destroyed bumper cars, carousels covered in 
vegetation, rusty swans, a Ferris wheel that squeaked in the wind – nor was it running 
away from the police and their dogs…  
What struck me the most was finding the foundation on which a roller coaster would 
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have stood. A roller coaster which was no longer there: an enormous absent monster. At 
that moment, it became clear that finding the monster would be my goal. The monster 
was called Cyclone. 
When I got back, I made an eerie discovery: the Cyclone had been temporarily set in the 
field where I used to skate as a kid, in Portugal.. In the ‘70s (or something).  
 
CARLA 
16 AUGUST 1990  
 
I’m leaving. See you when I get back, Dizzy! I hope you stay closed, waiting for me. 
But if anyone reads you, I’d rather they pretend that they didn’t read a thing. I don’t 





19 AUGUST 1975  
 
We’ve lived through the revolution of 25th of April. 
Freedom has reached our country, which seems to be going through its teenage years – 
every day a new revolutionary surprise and, meanwhile, that ‘other Virgin-lady’ still 
tells people what to think… 
Your pages, dear diary, read, crossed out, censored by my brother, are the proof of that.  
I imagine him sneakily going through my stuff, looking for you, and then reading you 
and crossing out your pages. It fills me with disgust…  
I never imagined that anyone would have the nerve to prise open my intimate world like 
that. Let alone my brother. The same person who tears revolutionary phrases from his 
heart, also tears pages, which he considers too shocking, from my diary, and still has the 
nerve to say that this censorship was “for my own good”. The ancien régime is clearly 
still in force at my house. Luckily, a revolution has happened in my life.  
I never heard back from that German guy. He kept my little Our Lady of the 
Assumption medallion and disappeared. There were no more funfairs around here. It’s 
rather about folk celebrations: saint of this, saint of that, comrades, socialism, 
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freedom… But I’ve met a boy. Portuguese. I like him, I have fun with him. 
My grandmother is afraid of leaving us alone. Lately, she’s been talking to me about the 
importance of a bride saving herself for her wedding. Saving herself? Where does she 
save herself, exactly?! In a drawer?!  
 
M. 
7 DECEMBER 2000  
 
When I finally finished the Cyclone, I got on the phone to tell my dad. I was proud. I 
couldn’t hold it in. But the phone started to ring right before I even had the chance to 
dial the number. It was him – my dad! 
What he was saying made no sense at all: I needed to dismantle the Cyclone and send 
the parts back to Germany, one by one. The first one to go was to be the roller coaster’s 
main axis. I just had to follow der Deutsche’s instructions. They had already discussed 
and arranged things between themselves.  
I tried to interrupt him several times, but he sounded determined.  
No explanation, just a harsh, nervy voice, and orders. I was to do it little by little, until 
there was nothing left and we could sell the land of the former future Parque de la 
Asunción. 
He hung up. I was so angry. After all that investment, all that expectation, were we 
going to give up?! Did the former king of Albania now want to go home after his five-
day reign?! 
Was that it?! 
No, that wasn’t it.  
 
CARLA 
2 SEPTEMBER 1990  
 
Dizzy, I’m back.  
It feels good to be home. I had never thought I’d say this, but it’s true. You’ll be totally 
surprised by what I have to tell you, because nobody could ever have imagined what 
happened to me in Berlin.  
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I had thought about bringing a little piece of the Wall with me, as a souvenir, but I 
didn’t manage. Because, in the meantime, the accident happened. But we still managed 
to do a lot before that. We visited museums, we climbed this really tall tower with an 
incredible view of the city, we went to the zoo, we visited a neighbourhood on the east 
side which seemed to be frozen in time, we saw buildings destroyed by World War II, 
we walked around… It was really intense. So intense, that my uncle thought it was 
about time that we go spend the day at the amusement park that I wanted to visit. The 
park’s amazing! It’s like a fair, but with so much more! It’s got a Ferris wheel, a river 
where we can ride some swans, a medieval English village, an area with life-size (I 
think) replicas of dinosaurs and other extinct animals, bumper cars, carousels that spin 
around really quickly and the famous roller coaster I told you about. We went in the 
morning, had lunch there and left the most exciting thing for last: the Cyclone, the 85-
feet tall roller coaster.  
When I saw it, I was sure that I didn’t want to go on it after all. I told my uncle straight 
away. But he told me not to be afraid like my mother. He insisted that I would like it 
and that it was an incredible sensation that I couldn’t miss. He repeated that that was 
‘my’ chance. That was when I gave in  
My uncle wished me a nice ride. 
I was so afraid. Tears were almost bursting out of my eyes.  
A girl younger than me sat beside me. She looked at me and smiled nervously. I thought 
that, maybe, I wasn’t alone. 
My uncle waved. The man who checked on the belts leaned over me to see if everything 
was properly fastened. I noticed that he had a little medallion of Our Lady of the 
Assumption tied around his neck. For real! A little medallion of the Assumption. I 
thought ‘it’s a sign, everything’s fine; everything’s going to be fine.’ When I was little, 
my mum gave me a very similar medallion to that one, so that everything would always 
be fine. It’s a family tradition. But my mum’s already lost hers. So, the ride began.  
It was a beautiful day. It was hot. We started with a climb.  
When we reached the top, I looked down and the abyss was terrible! I closed my eyes, I 
felt us falling, it was such a real sensation – I had never experienced anything like it. 
When I opened my eyes, I saw that the girl by my side was pale with fear. She started to 
scream. Actually, everyone was screaming!  
Everyone but me. I was silent.  
We were going so fast, Dizzy. We were leaning to the right and went in for the second 
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climb. The loop was next. 
The girl by my side kept on screaming and I stayed silent. I was so afraid that my body 
went stiff. I wasn’t living any of that. There I was, not wanting to live it. The car entered 
the loop, started to go up and lose speed. Suddenly, there was light. Literally. A flash 
and… 
Hanging upside down, Dizzy, stopped, fastened by the shoulders and by the waist. It 
wasn’t normal to be stuck there. 
Yet, there we were, stuck, upside down.  
The question: am I going to fall, are we going to fall? Is this stuck? Will it hold? Am I 
going to die? 
I look at my side: the girl sitting had her hair up in the air and a scared face, in silence. I 
recognise that fear. She doesn’t want to be there, she doesn’t want to spin around – 
much like me, in my own life, not wanting to be there nor spin around.  
The girl was ever so blushed, redder… 
Suddenly, my house keys slip out of my pocket. There go my house keys, 85 feet in 
freefall.  
I open my mouth, about to say something, and… 
We giddily slide down the rails, the ride goes on, I can’t believe that the ride is 
continuing and every inch that we go forward is a relief, a joy. I scream out loud, the 
girl beside me regains her voice and shouts as well, I’m alive, we’re alive and the ride 
goes on!  
Are we ever going to reach the end? Is this going to stop again? I close my eyes, I don’t 
stop screaming, but the train stops, it’s already stopped and I keep on screaming. I wake 
up at the hospital in Berlin. They gave me a tranquilliser. My uncle’s by my side. He 
tells me I’m fine and that I shouldn’t worry. He will deal with the legal matters. 
Complaints, insurances, compensation… I can only travel in a week’s time.  
When I arrived, I screamed. When I saw my house, I screamed. When I entered my 
room, I screamed. And I’m always going to scream from now on. I like screaming. I 
remember the people from the East screaming as they crossed the Wall to the West.  
I scream because I’m finally a westerner. The Wall has fallen! The Wall is down! 
 
ANABELA 
25 AUGUST 1975  
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Dear diary,  
Your pages, ravaged by my brother, remind me that there’s a snitch lurking behind 
every door. Between my grandmother’s fears and my brother’s tattletales, there’s very 
little space left for me. Either I give you up, or… 
No, this is an act of resistance.  
From now on, I’m going to write in German whenever necessary, ja? In case you end up 
in the wrong hands… 
Ist es klar? * Verstehst du was ich meine? * Ja? *  
This weekend, my grandparents went to the village. I told them I didn’t want to go.  
As my brother decided to stay, my grandmother allowed it. But my brother went to yet 
another protest with his university colleagues and I was left alone with my… Schatz *…  
My Schatz * and I... alone for the first time. We were allein * at last, with the house just 
to ourselves.  
Our mouths could now only think about küssen * at this point and, all of a sudden, he 
hat mich umgearmt *. When we realised it, we were both ins Bett *. We haben Liebe 




* Ja? Yes?  
* Ist es klar? Is it clear?  
* Versteht du, was ich meine? Do you know what I mean?  
* Schatz Treasure/love  
* Allein Alone 
* Küssen To kiss  
* Hat mich umgearmt He hugged me  
* Ins bett In bed 
* Haben liebe gemacht We made love  
* Gut Good 
 
M. 
31 DECEMBER 2000  
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The day they brought me here, my mother’s hair turned all white and she 
enteredmenopause. She forcibly entered menopause and I forcibly left adolescence.  
My mother sent me a picture of the two of us, before all this had happened, and told me 
that I should remember us like that. Me, as a teenager, and her, smiling, as if she were 
my older sister. A picture taken right before we left Berlin.  
Tomorrow I go into the first day of year three. At the end of all this, it will have been 
twenty years of my life. My dad is getting out today as free man. We have both served 
two years in prison. Me here, him in Germany. We’re on an equal footing when it 
comes to the time done up until now, though I still have to do eighteen more years. 
Dad, I’ve decided to send you this letter with my story in writing, so that you, Heir of 
the Former King of Albania, do not invent another story that everybody believes, just 
because you’ve repeated it so much. I will tell my own story.  
I want you to know that I’m no longer a boy and that you’re no longer my hero. You’ve 
gone from hero to villain. Just like that, no middle ground, like Mum’s white hair.  
A hundred and sixty-seven kilos of cocaine in Cyclone’s axis put an end to my 
adolescence.  
Twenty years in jail in Lima. In one of the worst jails in Latin America. I’ve been 
thinking a lot about our story and about what happened to us.   
Faced with twenty years in jail, my life seems to have passed me by in a second. I watch 
everything like the firing of a gun in slow motion. 
Your finger on the trigger, the bullet tearing through the air, cutting space and 
shortening the distance between my life and my death. It’s your finger and it’s my life.  
Sometimes, I think that I’m going mad, when I get stuck in time which doesn’t pass and 
in the image of your finger pulling the trigger.  
Today, you walk free. It’s as though that shot had never hit you. 
As though, unfairly, it had missed its target. But, all of a sudden, the image starts to 
change and I see that gun turning towards you and that bullet – which I thought was lost 
– flies right at your life, not at mine. Because, even though you may be walking free 
today, you’re not free, no matter what you may think. Your son still has 6575 days left 
to serve, 18 years, which is nothing compared to the rest of your life, Dad.  
Your prison is on the inside and it’s a life sentence. 
I’m freer than you… 




TRUTH OR DARE 
  
I’m here, in Lima, because of the discovery I made in Berlin.  
The Berlin park shut down after an incident with the roller coaster, Cyclone, which is no 
longer there. A German newspaper put that story on its front page. The family who ran 
the park moved here, to Lima, to open Parque de la Asunción, with the rides, which 
came by ship. That park never got to open its doors to the public. 
In an unexpected turn of events, a huge amount of cocaine was discovered in one of 
Cyclone’s parts. Two members of the family are arrested: father in Germany, and son in 
Peru.  
But the Cyclone is here, practically complete. There’s only one piece is missing: the 
main axis which guarantees its stability. The park is out of bounds.  
 
ANABELA 
30 AUGUST 1975  
 
I’ve done so much for the first time! 
I’m different. I feel it. 
But, sometimes, I just feel like having much more to try out. Having a whole box of 
matches to light.  
Still having a first time… 
What will tomorrow be like?  
 
BERNARDO 
LIVE @ PARQUE DE LA ASUNCIÓN  
 
I’m standing in front of the gate of the ghost park. I can see the Cyclone’s silhouette a 
few metres away. It’s a real monster of iron and steel. There’s barbed wire all around 
the park.  
I’m inside. 
I can see the half-finished rides. Like giant jigsaw puzzles, unfinished. Some are 
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covered in graffiti and look like they’ve been vandalized. There’s vegetation all over the 
place. Strange noises make me think there are animals hiding in every corner.  
I’m approaching the Cyclone.   
The structure looks very damaged. I can feel it moving with the wind. An enormous 
castle made of matches. It’s really impressive.  
Absolute risk. 
I’m going to start climbing.  
I take a safe route, parallel to the rails, but I couldn’t feel more unsafe. 
Each piece of wood that I step on squeaks. I’m giving it all my attention… There are 
steps missing and pieces of the handrail have come off.  
Everything’s covered in moss. 
Though the rides down there having been vandalised, the only sign of vandalism on 
Cyclone is the work of nature. There are no signs of anyone having been crazy enough 
to climb the roller coaster. I will be the first. 
Here I am in the middle of the big climb. Everything is swaying more and more. I hold 
on to the rails in order to look down.  
I keep going up: holding the rail harder and harder. 
It’s getting colder and damper. I can feel the wind. Strong. Everything squeaks and 
sways. The match castle can crumble at any minute. But I’m not going back.  
I’m on top of the Cyclone. I made it! Twenty-six metres high. I’m up here! Down there, 
I just see a pile of iron and steel.  
I don’t know how I got here. I don’t know how I’m going to get down. I don’t know 
how the story goes on. I don’t know if this is what I waited this whole time for. 
I don’t care. 
I could stay here for the rest of my life, if time could stand still. I just care about the 









Dear diary, I’m going to do something crazy!  
He’s German and he’s 24. 
 
CARLA 
I just feel like staying home. I just feel like eating and sleeping. 
 
BERNARDO 
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e de outros biscates que vou fazendo, reduzindo as minhas necessidades  





9 DE NOVEMBRO DE 1989 
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